BECOLLECTKMS OF A PLAYER
"bility. I stood at the wings watching Macready. He was so particular that everybody dreaded him. No one dared to move or make the slightest noise behind the scenes. I remember that young Mr. Cathcart on one occasion, having to deliver a message to him, extended his right hand in doing it; whereupon Mr. Macready immediately took him to task, saying : "No, no, sir j don't do that. Ko action, sir, no action. Keep your hands down by your sides, and look me in the eye; but no action."
This strict discipline had a tendency to confuse me, and I wished my part of the rehearsal over. I made my way under the stage and found the step-ladder by which I was to reach the caldron. The witches were stirring something in it with their sticks. I kept repeating my lines, fearful that I should forget them. At last my time came to appear. I popped my head through the caldron and heard my cue. One of the witches says :
He knows thy thought: Hear his speech, but say thou naught. 16. Alexander of my sta-15                             himself by the patrons of the theater, and
